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tombstone smiled at Grief in the person of a widow sitting on
the ground surrounded by her weeds. He suggested to some
of Stanhope's entourage, though not to the painter himself,
a companion allegory entitled " Amazement on thy Mother
Sits."
J. A.   Is Stanhope dead ?
G. R.   Not more than usually.
H. H.   But is he actually dead ?
G. R.    Yes, of course.    We all are !
Robertson asked us to go round to see his pictures, and
in the car talked about the films and how he hated them. The
most illustrious of our younger comediennes had sent him to
see her new film with a request for a report thereon.
G. R. I said the close-ups made her face look like a billiard-
table and the amplifiers gave her the voice of an elephant gargling.
She just smiled, and any kdy who can smile when you unload
all that on her must be a real lady !
The house is a museum with Graham Robertson for curator.
Having duly admired the Rossettis, Burne-Joneses, Sargents,
a not very good Whistler, and a magnificent Albert Moore, we
were asked if we could stand the B lakes, which are tremendous.
The finest, over the mantelpiece, is a picture of God creating
Adam* G. R. maintains that this is better than Michael Angelo,
who forgot to make God tired9 whereas Blake's Almighty is
exhausted after the work of Creation.
The room was littered with photographs of Sarah, and on
the staircase was a drawing of G. R. by her with a scrawled
date which looks like "18881"!
G. R. She just put down a lot of 8's and then went on to
something else!
Also on the staircase a diabolically clever drawing by James
Pryde of Irving as Dubosc in The Lyons Mail, and G. R.'s:
own pastel portrait of Ellen Terry " done while she was drying
her hair." G. R. said he had given up talking to young
people about Irving because they just can't understand what
you mean: "I should think he'd frighten them out of their
wits.** '                                   .                       -.